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me to see how I was taking it. Some of the others, indeed, rose
from their places and came round to have a good look at me as I
sat there, ill and half stupefied with fever — for it was curious
that my frozen fingers had raised my temperature.
I went on talking to Kakokto and his wife as if I had no
notion what was towards, but at bottom I was extremely upset
by the sudden turn which things had taken. And they did not
entirely stop there. For when Utak had finished, he and his
wife got up and went triumphantly out to tell their story in the
next igloo.
Remembering what Paddy Gibson had said to me about
Utak, I slept with one eye open. This fellow is subject to fits of
temper, I thought. He killed his stepfather. He had to leave
his own family and come to live on this side of the island because
of it. I was uneasy. Never before had I heard that word for
white man—Kabloona — pronounced with such contempt;
and I suspected that this contempt came into an Eskimo's
mouth only when he felt positively aggressive. I seemed to
myself imprisoned in a disquieting atmosphere and had no
notion what might come of this. I knew only one thing — that
I could not retreat from the position of indifference and dignity
which I had adopted.
I dropped off to sleep, and suddenly I awoke. I had no notion
of the time and could hear the child crying. Utak was standing
smoking a cigarette, his wife was stirring about, and all three
were clothed. Unarnak came into my igloo and, thinking me
asleep, picked up swiftly a pile of skins which belonged to them
and had been stored with me for want of room in their igloo.
They are going to strike camp and desert me, I said to myself,
still with my eye on them. They seemed to be consulting each
other, to hesitate. Finally they went to bed. Weariness sent me
back to sleep — and in the morning it was all over. The first
thing I saw on opening my eyes was Utak bending over mes
grinning and offering me a mug of tea, a peace token.

